go                      LORD  IN  WAITING

youth were perplexed at the thunder of these con-
troversies, by which I was (and am) profoundly
bored. Yet even in my infancy I was aware that the
red hand of Ulster held my mother in its unyielding
grip and that at the mention of Mr. Gladstone her
eyes (so shyly gentle in all their movements) would
become as fierce and fixed as those of Joan of Arc
confronting the Duke of Burgundy at Compiegne.
This marked distaste for Mr. Gladstone was shared,
I afterwards discovered, by Tom Moore, the house
carpenter at Clandeboye. I would spend hours in his
shop, planing little pieces of wood, fashioning clumsy
picture-frames and talking happily until the evening
sun crept round to those dusted lattices and I would
return to tea in the schoolroom leaving bloodstains
among the shavings but taking much sawdust with
me, much paint upon my knees, much glue in the
tangle of my hair. Tom Moore would tell me how
he had wished to kill Mr. Gladstone and how, if
need be, he would e fight for the right *. I can see
him now with his long sandy beard, his bleared blue
eyes, and the check cap he never discarded, raising his
adze aloft in imprecations against the Catholics, and
the traitors of Westminster. In the yard outside stood
the gasometer which my uncle had installed to provide
him with the acetylene gas which popped and blinked
along the passages of Clandeboye, Accompanying me
one evening into the outer sunlight Tom Moore had
struck this vast drum with his adze in illustration of
the kind of assault which he had wished to make upon
the Liberal leader. It echoed with a horrible reverbera-
tion like the gong of doom. And in truth, before
twelve years had passed, there was my Hamilton